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' Vitally Impértant to Meet Him at Nine O'Clock at the English-Bar
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George Percival Allfurnnn Jones, vice-
fdent of the atmpkplllnn Orlental
company of New York, thirsting for
nance, ls In Calro on a business lrlrm
: ne arrives at the hotel In
arded bundle.
ne pells Jones the famous holy Yhi-
grde mwh thonudn a.dmlg h;.vlas ltol.lﬁ
A & ones mee
: c.nmm u%’ later In Introdmuugo to
fun e.by & wo whom
had loaned 2!0 unds at Eouu Carlo
me months mkul and who turns
to be Fortune's mother. Jones takes
Chedsoye and Fortune to & polo
: Fortune returns to Jones the
poney borrowed by her mother, Mra.
.. appears to be engaged In some
terloua enterprise unknown to the
aghter, Ryanne Interests Jones in the
nited Romance and Adventure com-
y, a concern which for a price will
nge any kind of an adventure to or-
A 're. Chedsoye, her brother, lhgor
Callahan, Wallace and Ryanne, as the
nited Romance and Adventurs company,
enterprise Involvin ones,
makes known to Mrs, adsoye
to marry Fortune, Mrs
declares she will not permit It
ns are lald to prevent Jones salling
home. Ryanne steals Jones' letters
eable dispatches. He wires agent in
ew York, In Jones' name, that he Is
ting house in New York to some
nds. Mahomed, keeper of the holy
sarpet, Is on Ryanne's trall. Ryanne
Fortune that he will sea that
comes to no harm as & result of his
of the rug, Mahomed accomts
nne and demands the Yhiordes rug.
nne tella him Jones has the rug and
the abduction of the New
erchant as & means of securing Its re-
The rug disappedrs from Jonew'
. Fortune quarrels with her mother
en the latter refuses to explain her
ot actions.
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CHAPTER Xl|.—(Continued.)

Bhe had gome scarcely a hundred
yards when she was accosted by a
#all Arab whom she indistinctly recol-
Pected having seen before; where, she
gould not definitely Imagine. It was
the ragged green turban that cleared
wway her puzzlement. The Arab was
the supposed beggar over whom Perci-
wal (how easily she fiad fallen Into the
w‘l-t of calling him that!) had stum-

He stood so tall and straight
ithat she knew he wasn't golng to beg;
po naturally she stopped. Without a
word, without even a look that ex-

anything, he slipped a note

her hand, bowed with Orlental
vity, and stepped aslde for her to
She read the note hastily

she continued hér way. Horace!

y should he wish to meet her that
wvening, at the southeast corner of
the Shari'a Mahomoud-El-Falaki, a

from the British Consulate's?
JAnd she mustn't come In a carriage

tell any one where she was go-
¥ Why all such childish mystery?
He could see her far more conven:
in the lounging-rcom of the
. Bhe tore the note into scraps
and flung them upon the air. She was
d. She was almost certain why
wished to meet her where nelther
per mother's nor her uncle's eye
would be within range. Should she
meet him? Deeper than this, dared
phe? Why had she coms to Calro,
when at Mentone she had known
peace, such peace g destiny was gen-
wrous enough to dole out to her? And
mow, out of this (olerable peace, a
thousaid hands were reaching to rend
per heart, to wring It. She decided
quickly. Since she had come this
far, to go on to the end would add but
#ttle to her burden. Better to kmow
all too soon than too late.

That the note had not been direct-
jod to her and that she was totally un-
' with Ryanne’'s handwriting,

bher. Bhe bad too many other
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things upon her mind to see all things
clearly, especlially such trifles. Bhe
finished her walk, returning by the
way she had gone, gave the key to the
lift-boy, and In her room dropped
down upon the bed, dryeyed and
weary. The most eventful day she
had ever known.

And all the while George sat by
the window and watohed, and at
length fell into a frame of mind that
was Irritable, Irascible dnd self-con-
demnatory. And when he found that
his preclous Yhlordes was gone, his
condition was the essence of all disa-
greeable emotions. It was beyond him
how any one could have stolen it. He
never falled to lock his door and
leave the key with the porter. And
surely, only & man with wings could
have galned entrance by the window.
Being a thorough business man among
other accomplishments, he reported
his losa at once to the management;
and the management set about the
matter with celerity. At half after
seven every mald and servant In the
hotel had been guestioned and exam-
Ined, without the least notlceable re-
sult. The rug was nowhere to be
found. George felt the loss keenly.
He was not so rich that he could af-
ford to lose both the rug and the thou-
gand pounds he had paid for it. His
firat thought had been of Ryanne; but
it was proved that Ryanne had mot
been In the hotel slnce morning; at
least, no one had seen him.

George gloomed about. A beastly
day, all told; everything had gone
wrong, and all because he had over
slept. At dinner something was
wrong with tho soup; the fish was
greasy; the roa:t was dry and stringy;
the wine, full of pleces of cork. Out
into the lounging-room again; and
then the porter hurrled over to him
with 2 note from Ryanne. It stated
briefly that it was vitally Important
for Mr. Jones to meet him at nine
o’clock at the English-Bar in the Quar-
ter Rosettl. Any driver would show
him the way. Mohamed-El-Gebel, the
guardian of the Holy Yhlordes, had
turned up, and the band was begin-
ning to play. Would Mr. Jones like a
little fun by the wayside?"

“I'm hils man."” gald George. "“But
how the devil did thls Mahomed ever
get into my room?"

Had Vortune dined down-stalrs In-
stead of slone in her room, events
might have turned out differently. Ry-
anne had really written to George, but
not to Fortune,

Mahomed, fatalist that he was, had
thrown everything upon the whirling
scales of chance, and walted. Later,
he may have congratulated himself
upon hig good luck., But it wasp't
luck; it was the will of Allah that he,
Mahomed, should contribute his slen-
der share in working out the des.
tinies of two young people.

George was In the proper mood for
an adventure. He went so far as to
admit to himself that he would have
liked nothing better than a fisticuff.
The one mistake he made in his cal-
culations was dress. Men didn't gen-
erally go a-venturing In such finical
attire. They wore bowlers and sack-
coats and carrled heavy walking-
sticks. The only weapons George had
were his two hands, now adorned with
snug-fitting opera-gloves.

He saw Mrs. Chedsoye, spoke to her.
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. | inquired about Fortune, and was in-

formed that she had dined in her
room. A case of doldrums, Mrs, Ched-
soye belleved.

“I'm in & peck of trouble” sald
George, craving a little sympathy.

“In what way?!

“The rug | told you about ls gone.”
“What? Stolen?

“Yes. Vanished into thin air”
“That's too bad. Of course the po-
lice will eventually find it for you."
“I'm afrald that's exactly the
trouble. 1 really daren’t put the case
in the hands of the police.”

“Oh, 1 see.” Mrs. Chedsoye looked
profoundly sorry.

“And here I am due for Port Sald
tomorrow."

“That's the kind that bowls wu
over,"” sald the Major. “If Heere I8
anything I can do «f\er you Aare
gone, , "

“Oh, I ghouidn't think of bothering
you. ‘{hanks, though."

“You must have lost your key,” Bug-
gested Mrs. Chedsoye.

“No. It's been hanging up in the
porter’'s bureau all day."

“Weil, I hope you find the rug,” sald
the Major, with a sly glance at his
sister.

“Thanks. I must be off. The chap
I bought it of says that the official
guerdian from Bagdad has arrived,
and that there's llkely to be some
sport. I'm to meet him at a place
called the Engligh-Bar.”

“The English-Bar?' The Major
shook his head. “A low place, If 1 re-
member.” .
“And you are going dressed
that?" asked Mrs, Chedsoye.

“Haven't time to change.” He ex-
cused himself and went in search of
a ocarriage.

“The play begins, Kate," whispered
the Major. '“This Hoddy of ours Is
a wonderful chap."

“Poor fellow!"

“What; Hoddy?"

“No; Perclval. He'll be very un-
comfortable In patent-leather pumps.

The Major laughed light-heartedly.
“] suppose we might telegraph for res-
ervation on the Ludwig.”

“I shall pack at once. Fortune can
find her way to Mentone from Naples.
I am beginning to worry about that
girl. 8She has a temper; and she is
beginning to have some ldeas.”

“Marry her, marry her! How much
longer must I preach that sermon?
She's growlng handsomer every day,
too. Watch your laurels, Kate."

Mrs. Chedsoye Inepected her rings,

Meanwhile, CGeorge directed his
driver to go post-haste to the English-
Bar., That he found it more or less
of a dive In nowise alarmed him. He
had been in places of more frightful
espect. As Ryenne had written him
to make Inquiries of the barmaid rela-
tive to finding him, he did so. Bhe
jerked her head toward the door at
the rear. George went boldly to It,
opened it, and stepped inside.

And vanished from the haunts of
men.

ke

CHAPTER Xil.
The Caravan in the Desert.

Yes, George vanished from the
haunts of men as completely as {f the
Great Roc had dropped Lim Into the
Valley of Diamonds and left him
there; and as nobody knows Jjust
where the Valley of Diasmonds {is,
George was very well lost. 8till, there
was, at the end of & most unigue ex-
perlence, a recompense far beyond its
value. But, of course, George, being
without the gift of clairvoyance, saw
nothing save the immedlate and Imml-
nent circumstances: a door that
banged behind him, portentously; a
sack, a cloak, a burnouse, or whatever
it was, flung abhout his head, and
smelling evilly.

George hit out valiantly, and a mer-
ry scuffie ensued. The room was
small; at least, George thought it was,
for in the space of one minute he
thumped against the four sides of it.
He could see nothing and he couldn't
breathe very well; but In spite of
these inconveniences he put up three
=purkls that would have made some
stir among the middlewelights. In the
phraseology of the fancy, he had a
good punch. All the disappolntments
of the day seemed to become so many
pounds of steam in his shoulder; and
he was aware of a kind of barbaric
Joy whenever he hit some ome. All
the circumspection of years, all ¢!
the gentle blood of his pemoeful for-
bears, gave way to the straln which
atill lurke in the blood of civilized hu-
manity, even in the velns of poets and
parsons. He fought with all the tac-
tfeg of a sallor in a bar-room, not over-
nicely.

A table toppled over with a smash-
ing noise. George and his assailants
fell in a heap beside It. Thwack!
Bang! OGeorge struggled to his feet
and tugged at the stifiing envelope.
Some one jumped upon his back, 014
Man of the Sea style. A savage elbow-

fab disposed of thla Ineubus. And

then the racket began all over agaln.
George never paused mentally to won-
der what all this rumpus was about;
time enough to make Inguiries after
the scrimmage. Intrepldly, as Here
ward the Wake, as Bussy d'Ambols,
a8 Porthos In the cave of Loch-Maria,
George fought. He wasn’t a trained
athlete; he hadn't any sclence: he
was simply ordinarily tough and ac
tive and clean-lived; and the injustice
of an unprovoked assault added to
physleal prowess a full measure of
nervous energy, It was quasi-Homer-
fe: a modern young gentleman in eve-
ning dress holding off for several min-
utes five sleek, sinewy, unhampered
pArabs. But the days of the gods were
no more; and no quick-witted goddess
| cast & vell across the eyes of the
Arsbs. No; George had to shift for
himself. Suddenly there came a gen
eral rush from the center of the room
into one of the right-angular corners
The subsequent snarl of lega and
arms wans not unlike that seen upon
the foot-ball fleld. George was the
man with the ball. And then fto
George came merciful darkness. The
conjunction, as in astronomy, of two
planets in the same degree of the Zo
diac—menning George's hend and the
stucco-wall—gave the Arubs complete
mastery of the fleld of battle.

From the opposite gide of the room
eame the volee of the referce;
“Curses of Allah upon these white
dogs! Tow they fight!" And Ma.

homed peered down Into the corner,

One by one the Arabe got up, each
examining his honorable wounds.
George wlone remained unmoved, quiet
and disinterested, under ths folds of
the tattered burnouse,

“Is he dend?" demanded Mahomed.

“No, my father. His head hit the
wall.”

“Hasten, then. Bind his feet and
hands and cover his eyes and mouth.
We have but little time."

There was a long way to go, and
Mahomed was top wise and cautious
to congratulate himself at this early
., George was thereupon trussed
4 & Christmas fowl ready for
‘oven. They wrapped hiw up In
the burnouse and carried him out to
the closed carriage In waiting. No
one In the street seemed curlous. No
one in the English-Bar deemed it nec-
esgary to be. Whatever happened In
this resort had long been written In
the book of fate. Had a white man
approached to Inquire what was golng
on, Mahomed would have gravely
whispered that it was a case of
plague they were hurrylng away to
prevent Interference by the KEnglish
authorities,

Once George was snug inside the
carriage, it was driven off at a run
toward the tombs of the caliphs., As
the roads were not the levelest, the
vehicle went most of the way upon
two wheels. Mahomed sat beslde his
vietim, watchful and attentive, His
intentlon was to take him no far
ther than the outskirts of the clty,
force him to send back to the hotel
a duly credited mesgenger for the
rug, after which he would turn George
adrift, with the reasonable assurance
that the young man would find some
one to guide him back to the hotel
After a while he obgerved that George
had recovered and was grimly fighting
the Imprisoning ropes.

“You will need your strength,” in:
terposed Mahomed gently, “If T take
the cloth from your mouth, will you
promigse not to cry out?' There was
an afirmative nod, and Mahomed un-
tled the bandage. “Listen. [ mean
you no harys. 1If you will send to the
hotel for the Holy Yhiordes, you will
be liberated the moment it is put Into
my hands.”

“Go to the deuce!” gnapped George,
still dizzy. The fighting mood hadn’t |
evaporated, by any means, “Yon
know where it I8 better than 1." 8o
this was Mahomed? |

“Fool!” eried the other, shaking
George roughly.

“Ensy therel I had the rug, but
it was stolen this afternoon.,” He was
very weak and tired. “And If I had
it, I shouldn't glve it to you" with
renewed truculence; "“and you may
put that In your water-pipe and smoke
| M

Mahomed, no longer pacifie, struck
George violently upon the mouth. He,
on his part, was unknightly enotgh to
attempt to sink hls teeth in the bru-
ta]l hand. Queer fancles fiit through a
man's head In times like this; for the
Ineffectuality of the bite reminded
him of Hallowe'ens and the tubs with
the bobbing apples.
certaln: he would kill this pagan the
very first opportunity. Rather a
siartiimg metamorphosis in the char-
acter of a man whose life had been
passed In the peacefulest environ-
ments, And to klll him without the
Jeast compunction, too, To strike a
man who couldn't help himself!

“Hey there!"” he yelled. “Halp for
a white man!” After such treatment
he considered it anything but dishon-
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One thing was |

orable to break his parole. And where
was Ryanne! *“Help!"”
Mahomed swung bhis arm round

| George's neck, and the third cry be
| gan with a gurgle and ended with &

sigh. Deftly, the Arab rebandaged
the prisoner's mouth. 8o be it He
had had his chanoe for freedom; now
he should drink to the bottom of the
bitter cup, along with the others, He
had no real enmity against George;
he wae simply one of the pawns In
the game he was playing. But now he
saw that there was danger In liberat-
Ing him. The other! Mahomed ca-
ressed bis wiry beard. To subject
him to the utmost mental agony; to
break him physically, too; to pay him
back pound for pence: to brulse, to
hurt, to rack him, that was all Ma-
homed desired.

George made no rurther effort to
free himself, nor apparently to bestir
himself about the future, Somewhere
In the fight, presumably as he fell
against the table, he had received a
crushing blow in the small ribs; and
when Mahomed threw him back, he
fainted for the second time in his life,
He reclined limply In the corner of
tha carrlage, the bosom of his shirt
bulging open; for the thrifty Arabs
had purloined the pearl-studs, the
gold collar-buttons, and the sapphire
cuf-links, And consclousness re-
turned only when they lifted him out
and dropped him {nconstderately Into
the thick dust of the rond. He stirred
ngain at his bonds, but presently lay
still. The paln In his slde hurt keen-
ly, and he wasn't sure that the rib
was whole. What time had passed
sinee his entrance to the English-Bar
was beyond his reckoning, but he
kaew that It was yet in the dark of
night, as no light whatever penetrated
the cloth over his eyes. That he was
somewhere outside the city he was
assured by the tang of the winter
wind. He heard low voloes—Arnblie;
and while he possessed a smattering
of the tongue, his hend ached too
sharply for him to sense a word,
Later, a camel coughed. Camels? And
where were they taking him upon a
camel? Bagdad?! Impossible: there
were too many white men following
the known camelways. He groaned a
little, but the sound did not reach the
ears of his captors. To ride a camel
under ordinary conditions was a pain-
ful aftair; but to straddle the ungainly
hrute, dressed as he was, In a swal
low-tall and paper-thin pumps, did not
promote any pleasurable thoughts,
They would In all truth kill him be
fore they got through. Hang the rug!

was It, since bhe was now certaln that
Mahomed had it not? It was Ry-
anne; Ryanne, smooth and plausible
of tongue. Not belng satisfied with
thousand pounds, he had stolen It
agaln to mulct some other simpla
trustful person. George, ususlly so
unsuspiclous, was now quite willing
to believe anything of anybody.

He felt himself being lifted to his
feet. The rope round his ankles was
thrown off. His feet stung under the
renewed flow of blood. He weited for
them to libernte his haunds, but the
galling rope was not disturbed It
was evident that the natives stilll en-
tertained some respect for his fghting
ability. Next, they boosted him, flung
a leg here and a leg there; then came
a lurch backward, the recurrence of
the pain in his side, and he knew that
he was upon the back of & camel, des-
ert-bound. There were stirrups, and
ns life began to sprend vigor imoe
mores through his legs, he found the
steel. The straps were too short, and
fn time the upper turn of the steel
chafed his Insteps. He eased himself
by riding sldewise, the proper WwWay
to ride a camel, but with constant
straining to keep his balance without
the use of his hands. Fortunately,
they were not traveling very fast, oth-
erwise, what with the stabbing pains
in hia slde, produced by the unvarying
dog-trot, he must have [allen, He
was miserable, yet deflant; tears of
anger and pain filled his eyes and
burned down his cheeks In spite of
the cloth.

And he, poor fool, had always been
longing for an adventure, a taste of
lite outside the peaceful barbor where-
in he had ealled his catboat! Well,
here he wns, In the deep-sen water;
nnd he read himself so truly that he
knew the adventure he had longed for
had been the cut-and-drled affairs of
story-tellers, In which only the wik
lalne were serfously discommoded,
and everything ended happily. A
dnehing hero he was, to be surel
Why hadn't he changed his clothes?
Was there ever such an ass? Ryanne
had told him that there was likely to
be sport; and yet he had left the ho
tel as one dressed for the opera. Ass)
And to-morrow the Ludwig would sall
without him,

(TO BE QONTINUKD,)

All About Nothing,

Some of the esaddest “misunden
standings” tn life have arisen all abowd
nothing. Looking backward, we ocan-
not think why we were so angry of

what our friend could see In our words

And doubly hapg the man who had
sold it to him!
His whilom friend, conscience, came

back and glbbered at him
gald: “Don’t do it!” and now glie was

very mose? Well, she hoped he was
satisfled. His reply to this brief jere-
miad was that if ever he got his hands
upon the rug ggain, he would hang
on till the crack of doom, and ocon
solence herself could go bang. Mere

perverseness, probably. And where

And Then to George Came Merciul

Onee he |

saying quite humanly: "I told you |
go!” Hadn't she warned blm? Hadn't |
she swung her red lantern under his | was “too ellly for words” Exactly

Darkness.

to be ws0 bitterly offended. Oreat
wrongs may be righted, and the sky
be clear agaln, but the “all about
nothing” quarrels have a way of lasts
ing indefinitely. There i nothing te
explaln, and nothing to apologize fow,
we tell ourselves; the whole thing

s0; and It 15 a pity we did not think
of this at the time.

After Plece.
The man who has to eat his owm
words has crow for deasert—Washingy
ton Post. <
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